THE SECOND NIGHT

the road branches. My own idea is that you'll be stopped
where the road curves round a sunken copse about six
miles this side of Miramara. Now then, listen carefully,
Crowder. You and Milton with Milton's three men
will go first in one car. We shall want to drive fast, and
the dust will make it impossible for us to be nearer
than a quarter of a mile behind you. As soon as you
are challenged pull up dead and blaze away into the air
with your pistols."

" But suppose they think we're firing at them, Com-
mander W," Crowder suggested. " They might fire back
at us."

" Risky, Skipper. Very risky," said Milton gravely.
" Not that I mind being sent to my death. I faced death
at La Bassee. Pll face it again. But I don't think
Mr Crowder wants to be shot like a rat in a trap. Fm
speaking for him, Skipper. You understand me ? Death's
nothing to me. I'm used to it But Mr Crowder . . ."
he broke off, with a gesture of infinite pessimism.

" I've changed my mind," Waterlow announced
abruptly. " I'm going to bank on their holding us up at
the copse. You'll go first, Milton, with one of your men
in our car, and the rest of us must pack into the Lancia
somehow. You'll fire as soon as they stop you, Milton.
We shall stop the other car and send it on with Crowder
and your other two men. Spiro, Vassili, Stavro, and I
will have to slip out, and we shall have to get across country
somehow to Miramara. If they hold us up earlier, well,
we must j ust make a try to rush them. But I don't want to
do that. I want them to arrest both cars, and from what
I know of these chaps they'll all try to get a joy-ride back
in them to town. Argue with them as much as you like,